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SONNET. 

£V£N as a bird, that one had taught to sing 
Such songs as were most pleasing to his ear, 
Escaped imprisonment, doth far and near, 
(Seeking the heaven on aspiring wing, 
Raptures too strong for silence uttering,) 
A blithesome descant warble, loud and clear, 
As if he wished that every one might hear 
His joy, and tuneful heart's unbosoming. 
Such art thou, little book, escaped from me, 
Where e'er thy pleasure calk thee now to roam : 
Ah ! could I fondly hope that thou might'st see 
Approving kindness and congenial home 
As thou hast left, I should most happy be, 
Nor droa^4ba^ il^ to'th^Cj^bo'ild ev^r'Come. 
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OUR COUNTRY. 



I. 

SWEETLY the voice of long departed time 
Comes o'er the soul, and in its whispers brings 
Visions of glorj, mightj deeds sublime. 
And all the wild and grand accompanjings. 
Hovering around the past, whose shadowy form 
The Fancy loves to deck in beauty, or deform. 

11- 

And Memory lingers o'er the days of old. 

When Time was in his lustihood and young. 

Ere life was poisoned or the heart grew cold. 

When dim-eyed bards of love and valour sung. 

And generous bosoms beat, and beauty blushed, 

And burning blood in quicker currents gushed. 
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III. 

Those days have vanished, but they left behind 
Proud trophies, monuments to fill the soul 
With high aspirings, and to point the mind. 
Through Virtue's paths, to that resplendent goal. 
Where Glory sits to crown her chosen one. 
Who nobly strove, and Fame's undying wreath hath woUi. 

IV. 

Thrones crumble, sceptres shiver, and the head 

That gem'd tiaras circled, or a crown. 

Moulders within the chambers of the dead. 

Pillowed on curses, or lies calmly down 
Upon a people's blessing, bathed in tears. 
And lov'd while aught is left that princely worth endeariu^ 

V. 

Yet Nature, in her still and solemn march. 
Walks, heedless of the sinful deeds of man. 
Or of his noblest virtues. Heaven's blue arch. 
To which he turns his daring eye, to scan 
Its silver orbs of light, still shines the same, 
W^hether Peace smile or war the Earth inflame. 




VL 

Europe hath deeplj drank the bitter draught. 

By Power and bigot fury crimson dyed ; 

She drained it to the dregs, and a^ she quaffed. 

With many a tear, that agonizing tide. 
Earth, thrilled with horror, shuddered to behold 
Crimes, at whose mention the blanched cheek grows coid» 

VII. 

Chained to the stake, or stretched, upon the wheel. 
The dyin^ Martyr shed his. innocent blood ; 
And Superstition smiled and shook her steel. 
And lapped the ebbing life drops for her food ; 
Nor was appealed, but fired with rage accurst. 
More loudly called for blood to quench her hellish thirst 

VIII. 

But happier days arose — ^iio more, unfurled, 

The flag in Jesus' holy name conveyed 

Terror and devastation through the world ; 

Man in his joy a milder creed obeyed. 
And worshipped as the God within inspired. 
And as he thought the heavenly Book of Lpye required. 
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IX. 

Yel Bigotry, though bleeding still, survived. 
And many kissed her bruised and shattered rod; 
The time long looked for had not then arrived 
When lowlj in the dust she shall be trod ; 
Her temples' courts were thronged, and votaries knelt 
Before her shrine, and all her baleful venom felt. 

X. 

Then, brother spurned by brother left the Earth, 
Where first the breath of infancy he drew, — 
Left the fond breast of her who gave him birth» 
And as his country's cliffs were lost to view 
In the dim distance, sighed not as he thought 
On life's tempestuous voyage, for him with peril fraught 

XL 

For stern Religion buoyed his faltering soul. 
Infused fresh vigour in his sinking frame. 
And smiled, and cherished him, and through the whole 
Of his long pilgrimage still blessed his aim. 
And led him safely by the hand, and gave 
Another country, far beyond the western wave. 



XII. 

And when that other world, first on his eye 
Burst, with its mighty streams and woods of green. 
Its mountains piercing with their heads the sky. 
And Indian hamlets glistening between 
The waving foliage on their arching side. 
Or shining in the sun on marge of river wide, 

XIII. 

Leaped his glad heart within him at the sight. 
Or did Despondency his mind surround ? 
Hope waved her purple wings, and with the light 
Of her own smile, dispelled the clouds that round 
The future lowered, and for coming years 
Proip^sed tranquillity, and calmed his fears, 

XIV. 

Then spread about him lay this new-born land. 
In Nature's wildest dress attired — ^that asked 
No pruning care of cultivation's hand. 
To check its rich luxuriance, nor tasked 
The native's strength ; but for subsistence gave 
its sylvan game, or finny treasures of the wave. 



10 



XV. 

And he, the savage rakr of this wild. 
Lord of the quiver and the sounding bowj-^ 
The mighty hunter— Nature's fierctest^M, 
Lover of forests, civilization's foe— 
Walked, free possessor of the fruitful soil. 
And spurned the food gained bj industrious toil. 

XVI. 

But in his native ivoods, with qiiiverslin^. 
And moccasoned'foot, he- chased'tiie Hying do^r. 
And loaded with his spoil at evening, mng 
His shout triumphant, as he di^wnu^^^ear 

His pleasant village, and his joyoiis eye 

Cauglit his own wigwam's smoke, gilowcuding-tO'tke^k^. 

XVIL 

Or skimming o'er the watery element. 
With rapid paddle, in his l^t canoe. 
Pursued his favourite sports, and Nature lent 
Her influence to mould him, and she ^rew 
High thoughts into his soul, and fixed his love 
Upon the chase and warlike deeds, all else above. 
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xyiiL 

But when revenge inspired againgt the foe. 
His boiling passions b^re hi^^ like a flood. 
To victory or deattk— be struck the blow. 
When midnight' shades, had fall^, an^l gM^ged with 
blood. 
Exulting smiled, asi froaai his epemv's wound. 
The red stream gushing, stained the verdant ground. 

XIX, 

All died — ^babes sniiling. in. their murderer's face. 
The virgin blushing at her openii^ charms^— 
The young and age4ir~Mercy had n«i' place 
In that stern warfare, — ^Pity, that disarms 
The heart of vengeance^ wa» not there to stay 
The uplifted tomahawk, but Cruelty held sway. 

XX. 

And when the marrow's sun looked from the east, 
He saw no more the villa^ peering through 
The parting mist, for that ensanguined feast 
Left scarce a vestige, and the morning dew 
Fell upon ruins, whose dull rising smoke. 
Of wrath and blood and death a silent language spoke. 
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XXI. 

Such were his sterner features, but his soul 
Was noble, and disdained to bow beneath 
The bitterest suffering — Glory was his goal,— 
The richest legacy he could bequeath 
His sons and nation, was a warrior's name. 
Cherished by future times and hailed with loud acclaim. 

XXII. 

No mystic sophistry perplexed his brain. 
But nature was his Bible — Whence the birth 
Of gratitude, — and as refreshing rain. 
Or cheerful sunshine, fell upon the earth. 
His spirit warmed, and his untutored breast 
Felt love on all the works of Providence imprest. 

XXIII. 

Nor was God visible only when he smiled — 
But in the tempest's soul-subduing roar. 
And in the lightning's flashes, and the wild 
Battling of elements, he learned to adore 
The Deity that guides each rolling star. 
And speaks in voice of awful thunders from afar. 
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XXIV. 

Such was the Indian, and when first there came 
The white man, landing on this western strand. 
He deemed he saw Yohewah armed with flame. 
But, undeceived, he oped his generous hand. 
And smoked the pipe of peace, and gave his guest, 
The simple, sjlvan comforts, he himself possessed. 

XXV. 

Nor thought he then on miseries to come ; 

Of his own blood being spilled by those strange men ; 

Of wandering forth, a fugitive from home. 

Chased like a tjger from his forest den ; 
Of leaving those bright streams and fields behind 
Where his wild heart, its dearest joys was wont to find. 

XXVI. 

Yet judge them not too harshly — the bold band. 
Who, thus, their glorious destiny fulfilled, 
And based that fabric in a foreign land. 
Which, Heaven's own smile seemed evermore to gild ; 
Nor dare attaint the pious pilgrims' name, 

Inscribed, upon the sun-lit chronicle of fume. 

2 



14 



xxvii. 

The high resolve — ^the firm determined choice,-— 
The unblenched cheek— the eje still fixed above ; 
Hearts that beat quick to Duty's calling voice. 
And hands to back each generous thought that strove. 
Were theirs, — and nobly did the heroic few. 
The homage pay to Glory and to Virtue due, 

XXVIII. 

Bu t they were men, and they too felt the chain. 

Beneath whose load mortality bends low ; 

And pleading Mercy often begged in vain. 

To spare the prostrate unresisting foe ; 
For in their wrath, they thought to them was given. 
To extirpate a race that seemed accursed of heaven. 

XXIX. 

Therefore dark deeds were done, o'er which the Muse 
Weeps as she sings, and with her tears would blot 
From History's page, that man might ne'er peruse. 
The story of the Indian's hapless lot : 
Alas ! had spacious Earth no resting place. 
Where might contented breathe each widely differing 
race ! 
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XXX. 

But other was the Almighty's high behest — 

Nor might the savage and the white-man live 

In amity, caressing and carest ; 

The terror of the forest might not give 
His unchaffed neck, 'neath Labour's yoke to bow. 
And like his stranger guest, to guide the sluggish plough. 

XXXI. 

That dreaded guest to him was pestilence. 
It was a poison to behold a power 
That fearless eyed the elements, and thence 
Arrayed itself with might, as 'twere a dower ; 
He waked the thirsty tomahawk from sleep. 
And strove, but strove in vain, to wreak his vengeance 
deep. 

XXXII. 

For, like the flying shadow of a cloud. 
Or glittering dew-drops of the summer mom. 
His tribes have vanished, and where, brawling loud. 
Pacific flows. Grief wastes his manly form ; 
But oft, with starting tear, turns his sad eye. 
To linger round the tombs> where bones he reverenced lie. 
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XXXIII. 

Now view again this new and beautiful Earth ; 

Another race has risen ^ to till its soil ; 

For the dusk hunters' sliout, the rustics' mirth 

Sounds o'er the fields, as from his daily toil 
He plods, — while home and peace before liim rush^ 
And Love's pure fountains, o'er his warm heart gush» 

XXXIV. 

Fair, flourishing towns, and villages, that seem 
Like strong plants springing from a soil they love. 
Strike the delighted eye, on some lone stream. 
Or still retreat of deep embosomed cove ; 
And where the eagles' shriek once echoed round. 
Are heard the busy hum of men, and engines clanking 
sound. 

XXXV. 

Nature, as if delighted at the change. 

Her prodigal bounty lavishes around ; 

E'en Winter, journeying on his annual range, 

VV^ith gentler footstep, skims along the ground. 
Attended by the mildest of his train. 
And bids the surly North from rude assaults refrain^ 
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XXXVI. 

Behold yon Village Church, whose taper spire 

Points like a finger to the clear blue skj. 

As if it bid the soul to heaven aspire. 

Whispering of death and immortality ! 
Even in the wilderness, there springs a fount, 
A living stream, that flows from Zion's hallowed mount. 

XXXVII. 

A milder spirit waves its snowy wings. 
Above our land, and where the sacrifice 
Of human blood, was poured, the penitent brings 
The tribute of the heart, and tears, and sighs. 
Are the peace offering, placed before the throne 
Of Him, who dwells in light, unequalled and alone. 

XXXVIII. 

Seraph of love, O wing thy gracious flight. 

To' cheer the native, held in Error's thrall ! 

Chase from his soul dark Superstition's night. 

And lead him to that holy fount, where all 

May drink the streams of life, and, cleansed, forgiven. 

In meekness, learn to tread the path, that leads to heaven. 
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IX. 

Yel Bigotry, though bleeding still, survived. 
And many kissed her bruised and shattered rod ; 
The time long looked for had not then arrived 
When lowlj in the dust she shall be trod ; 
Her temples' courts were thronged, and votaries knelt 
Before her shrine, and all her baleful venom felt. 

X. 

Then, brother spurned by brother left the Earth, 
Where first the breath of infancy he drew, — 
Left the fond breast of her who gave him birth» 
And as his country's cliffs were lost to view 
In the dim distance, sighed not as he thought 
On life's tempestuous voyage, for him with peril fraught. 

XI. 

For stern Religion buoyed his faltering soul. 
Infused fresh vigour in his sinking frame. 
And smiled, and cherished him, and through the whole 
Of his long pilgrimage still blessed his aim. 
And led him safely by the hand, and gave 
Another country, far beyond the western wave. 




XII. 

And when that other world, first on his eye 
Burst, with its mighty streams and woods of green. 
Its mountains piercing with their heads the sky. 
And Indian hamlets glistening between 
The waving foliage on their arching side. 
Or shining in the sun on marge of river wide, 

XIII. 

Leaped his glad heart within him at the sight. 
Or did Despondency his mind surround ? 
Hope waved her purple wings, and with the light 
Of her own smile, dispelled the clouds that round 
The future lowered, and for coming years 
Pro^iised tranquillity, and calmed his fears, * 

XIV. 

Then spread about him lay this new-born land. 
In Nature's wildest dress attired — ^that asked 
No pruning care of cultivation's hand. 
To check its rich luxuriance, nor tasked 
The native's strength ; but for subsistence gave 
its sylvan game, or finny treasures of the wave. 
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XLV. 

Love cannot ever suffer — the warm heart. 
That once beat fondly, trampled on and torn. 
Slighted and spurned, its dearest ties will part; 
"Will, for neglect, return neglect and scorn. 
And, fired with memory of its injuries, wage 
Hate's bitter wrath, and furious Passion's burning rage* 

XLVI. 

Then, saw the world, a strange unnatural strife. 
Inflame their breasts whom Nature's hands had joined ; 
She saw an infant struggling for its life, 
A parent's shackles from its neck unwind ; 

That parent, whom affection should have told. 

In love's caressing arms, her child to fold* 

XLVII. 

But Passion interposed, and cast a veil. 
To cloud her reason and alarm her pride. 
For little thought she, that her power could fail. 
To awe their souls, who tyranny defied ; 
And therefore, burst her fury o'er the head. 
Of them who in her cause their filial blood had shed. 
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xyiiL 

But when revenge iogpired against the foe. 
His boiling passions U^ hi^^ like a flood. 
To victor J or deathr— be struck the blow. 
When midnight' shades, had &ll^, an4« gorged with 
blood. 
Exulting smiled, asi frott his epemj's wound. 
The red stream gushing, stained the verdant ground. 

XIX, 

All died — babes smiling, in. their murderer's face. 
The virgin blushing at her openii^ charms^ — 
The young and age^ir^Mercj had n^ place 
In that stern warfare, — ^Pity, that disarms 
The heart of vengeance^ wasr not there to stay 
The uplifted tomahawk, but Cruelty held sway. 

XX. 

And when the marrow's sun looked from the east, 
He saw no more the villa^ peeriag through 
The parting mist, for tliat ensanguined feast 
Left scarce a vestige, and the morning dew 
Fell upon ruins, whose dull lising smoke. 
Of wrath and blood and death a silent language spoke. 
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XXL 

Such were his sterner features, but his soul 
Was noble, and disdained to bow beneath 
The bitterest suffering — Glorj was his goal,— 
The richest legacy he could bequeath 
His sons and nation, was a warrior's name. 
Cherished bj future times and hailed with loud acclaim. 

XXII. 

No mystic sophistry perplexed his brain. 
But nature was his Bible — Whence the birth 
Of gratitude, — and as refreshing rain. 
Or cheerful sunshine, fell upon the earth. 
His spirit warmed, and his untutored breast 
Felt love on all the works of Providence imprest. 

XXIII. 

Nor was God visible only when he smiled — 
But in the tempest's soul-subduing roar. 
And in the lightning's flashes, and the wild 
Battling of elements, he learned to adore 
The Deity that guides each rolling star. 
And speaks in voice of awful thunders from afar. 




13 



XXIV. 

Such was the Indian, and when first there came 
The white man, landing on this western strand. 
He deemed he saw Yohewah armed with flame. 
But, undeceived, he oped his generous hand. 
And smoked the pipe of peace, and gave his guest. 
The simple, sjlvan comforts, he himself possessed. 

XXV. 

Nor thought he then on miseries to come ; 

Of his own blood being spilled by those strange men ; 

Of wandering forth, a fugitive from home. 

Chased like a tjger from his forest den ; 
Of leaving those bright streams and fields behind 
Where his wild heart, its dearest jojs was wont to find. 

XXVI. 

Yet judge them not too harshly — the bold band, 
VV^ho, thus, their glorious destiny fulfilled, 
And based that fabric in a foreign land. 
Which, Heaven's own smile seemed evermore to gild ; 
Nor dare attaint the pious pilgrims' name, 

Inscribed, upon the sun -lit chronicle of fame. 
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XXVII. 

The high resolve — ^the firm determined choice,— 
The unblenched cheek— tlie eje still fixed above ; 
Hearts that beat quick to Duty's calling voice. 
And hands to back each generous thought that strove. 
Were theirs, — and nobly did the heroic few. 
The homage pay to Glory and to Virtue due. 

XXVIIL 

Bu t they were men, and they too felt the chain. 

Beneath whose load mortality bends low ; 

And pleading Mercy often begged in vain. 

To spare the prostrate unresisting foe ; 
For in their wrath, they thought to them was given. 
To extirpate a race that seemed accursed of heaven. 

XXIX. 

Therefore dark deeds were done, o'er which the Muse 
Weeps as she sings, and with her tears would blot 
From History's page, tliat man might ne'er peruse. 
The story of the Indian's hapless lot : 
Alas ! had spacious Earth no resting place. 
Where might contented breathe each widely differing 
race ! 
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XXX. 

But other was the Almighty's high behest — 

Nor might the savage and the white-man live 

In amity, caressing and carest ; 

The terror of the forest might not give 
His unchaffed neck, 'neath Laboui^s yoke to bow. 
And like his stranger guest, to guide the sluggish plough. 

XXXI. 

That dreaded guest to him was pestilence. 
It was a poison to behold a power 
That fearless eyed the elements, and thence 
Arrayed itself with might, as 'twere a dower; 
He waked the thirsty tomahawk from sleep. 
And strove, but strove in vain, to wreak his vengeance 
deep. 

XXXII. 

For, like the flying shadow of a cloud. 
Or glittering dew-drops of the summer mom. 
His tribes have vanished, and where, brawling loud, 
Paciic flows. Grief wastes his manly form ; 
But oft, with starting tear, turns his sad eye, 
To linger round the tombs^ where bones he reverenced lie. 
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XXXIII. 

Now view again this new and beautiful Earth; 

Another race has lisen, to till its soil ; 

For the dusk hunters' shout, the rustics' mirth 

Sounds o'er the fields, as from his daily toil 
He plods, — while home and peace before him rush. 
And Love's pure fountains, o'er his warm heart gush» 

XXXIV. 

Fair, flourishing towns, and villages, that seem 
Like strong plants springing from a soil they love. 
Strike the delighted eye, on some lone stream. 
Or still retreat of deep embosomed cove ; 
And where the eagles' shriek once echoed round. 
Are heard the busy hum of men, and engines clanking 
sound. 

XXXV. 

Nature, as if delighted at the change. 

Her prodigal bounty lavishes around ; 

E'en Winter, journeying on his annual range. 

With gentler footstep, skims along the ground. 
Attended by the mildest of his train. 
And bids the surly North from rude assaults refrain.. 
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XXXVI. 

Behold yon Village Church, whose taper spire 

Points like a finger to the clear blue skj. 

As if it bid the soul to heaven aspire. 

Whispering of death and immortality ! 
Even in the wilderness, there springs a fount, 
A living stream, that flows from Zion's hallowed mount. 

XXXVII. 

A milder spirit waves its snowy wings. 
Above our land, and where the sacrifice 
Of human blood, was poured, the penitent brings 
The tribute of the heart, and tears, and sighs. 
Are the peace offering, placed before the throne 
Of Him, who dwells in light, unequalled and alone. 

XXXVIII. 

Seraph of love, O wing thy gracious flight. 

To cheer the native, held in Error's thrall ! 

Chase from his soul dark Superstition's night. 

And lead him to that holy fount, where all 

May drink the streams of life, and, cleansed, forgiven. 

In meekness, learn to tread the path, that leads to heaven. 
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XXXIX. 

Then, shall not Mercy, still lamenting, steep 
With tears, the white man's steps, but Peace shall rear 
Her heavenly standard in his heart, and keep 
Ever her love-built throne, and clasp more near 

In her encircling arms, the sons of men. 

And Happiness shall trace the paths where he hath been. 

XL. 

O day expected ! long the good man's heart. 
Hath panted for thee, when thy sun-beams, breaking. 
The o'erhauging clouds of prejudice, shall part. 
And man, from his deep lethargy awaking, 
Shall hail thy birth — when from the distant west, 
A voice shall sound — the wanderer hath found his rest. 

XLI. 

No longer, then, the scutcheon of our race. 
Stained with the red man's blood, shall bring the blush 
To burn our cheek — the Gospel shall efface 
That crimson die, and with its waters' gush. 
Wash out the memory of the past, and heal 
The wounds, that injured pride and humbled prowess feel. 
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XLII. 

Poor native ! was it for thy matchless wrongs. 
That o'er our land, red Vengeance shook his spear. 
And through our blazing towns, with dripping thongs. 
Impelled his chariot in its fierce career. 
And cheered his blood -hounds on, and yelled his cry, 
A nation's piercing shriek, a nation's agony ! 

XLIII. 

Lo ! rising far beyong the Atlantic sea. 
Yon lowering cloud, that skirts the horizon's bound. 
Surcharged with Britain's anger, dreadfully. 
Deepen its folds, and hem my country round ; 
Hark ! in its bosom hear the thunder roll. 
While outraged Nature groans from pole to pole. 

XLIV. 

At length the tempest came, the shock that broke 
The alliance of the elder world and new, — 
Young Freedom from her sleep of years awoke. 
Before Oppression's feet her guantlet threw. 
Her crumbling altars raised, and lit the fires. 
Ne'er smothered, but when murdered Liberty expires. 
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XLV. 

Love cannot ever suffer — the warm heart. 
That once beat fondlj, trampled on and torn. 
Slighted and spurned, its dearest ties will part; 
Will, for neglect, return neglect and scorn. 
And, fired with memory of its injuries, wage 
Hate's bitter wrath, and furious Passion's burning ragew 

XLVI, 

Then, saw the world, a strange unnatural strife. 
Inflame their breasts whom Nature's hands had joined ; 
She saw an infant struggling for its life, 
A parent's shackles from its neck unwind ; 

That parent, whom affection should have told. 

In love's caressing arms, her child to fold. 

XLVIL 

But Passion interposed, and cast a veil. 
To cloud her reason and alarm her pride. 
For little thought she, that her power could fail. 
To awe their souls, who tyranny defied ; 
And therefore, burst her fury o'er the head. 
Of them who in her cause their filial blood had died. 
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XLVIII. 

For she forgot, that in each throbbing breast, 
Heroic Freedom stamped her glowing seal ; 
That wheresoe'er its talisman is prest. 
The heart is fire, the tense strung nerves are steel. 
And, that the sword each struggling patriot draws. 
Is bared for liberty and Nature's holy cause. 

XLIX. 

Thanks to the glorious spirit of that day ! 
It bore the oppressed and fallen, exulting, through 
The horrors, that environed the dark way. 
Which Honour's dictates bade them to pursue ; 
And founded in this western wilderness, 
A dynasty, rejoicing millions love to bless. 

L. 

That which the souls of sages long had striven. 
Bewildered striven, alas ! in vain, to find, 
A government, tlie gracious gift of heaven. 
Ordained, by its mild rule, to bless mankind. 
Has here, we fondly hope, its gentle reign 
Fixed on the rock of virtue, ever to remain. 
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LI. 

And think not thou, because in ages past. 
Republics fell, our own js doomed to fall ; 
The fabric of our Glorj long shall last. 
Spite of such precedent, the joy of all : 

Styled as republics, yet were they the same. 

As that we boast of, only in the name. 

LII. 

Aye, who shall say, that when the eastern woiid. 
Thy parent, shall have fallen to rise no more, 
TV hen to the dust her grandeur shall be hurled. 
And nought remain, but legendary lore. 
To mark the spot, where once her kingdoms rose. 
My country, thou shalt not in tranquil joy repose ! 

LIII. 

Aye, land of promise ! while the azure sky. 
Thy canopy, emblazed with gems of light. 
Shall meet the earthly pilgrim's heavenward eye. 
Thou shalt survive, and through the tardy flight 

Of centuries, thy starry flag shall wave 

O'er Freedom's altar and the birth place of the brave ! 
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LIV. 

For the foundations of thy strength, are laid 
Within a people's breast — ^thy childrens' love 
Shall ever strengthen, and while ages fade. 
Shall hover «'er th j bosom like a dove. 
With outspread pinions, shielding thee from harm. 
And circling thee^fts with « heaven protecting charm. 

LV. 

Yes, through the veil ar6und the coming years. 
The patriot sees a joyous, smiling land. 
The eternal monuments that Knowledge rears. 
Blessings like dew fast dropping from her hand. 
And his loved Country, lying on the breast 
Of lasting happiness, in calm and holy rest. 
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SONNET. 

SPIRIT of Poesj ! thou whom mj heart 
Hath loved, and with a passion so intense. 
Thy adoration seemed another sense ; 
I sigh for what thou onl j canst impart ! 
Benevolent and gracious though thou art. 
Bold expectation and impertinence 
Thou wouldst esteem it, if with fond pretence, 
I asked, that all my blindness might depart 
Though at thy temple's vestibule I stand. 
Nor dare its glorious secrets to explore. 
Yet do I hope, that thou wilt, by my hand. 
When Youth's dejecting weaknesses are o'er. 
Lead me to Truth, that I may understand. 
How thee and her, I rightly may adore. 
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IMMORTALITY. 

HOW doth the soul of man recoil with dread. 

And sink into despondency at the thought 

Of chilling Annihilation's cold embrace ! 

Of all her grand and glorious faculties. 

With which invested as a goodly robe. 

See holds supremacy above the brutes. 

Vanishing as if they never had a being ! 

But thanks to her high origin, she knows 

She is immortal, and bliss supreme ! 

That the Omnipotent Spirit which gave her birth. 

As if to fill the measure of his love 

To overflowing, placed within her power 

An immortality of blessedness. 

Our life is two-fold— one part a sojourn 

On Earth — one without end beyond the grave ; 

And in both stages of existence, souls 

Which rightly aim at happiness, shall find 

That original but alienable dowry. 

Man cannot but believe that he was framed, 

Even in this tabernacle, to taste of joy : 
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Else, wherefore doth his spirit drink delight 

From sensible forms and [H<opertie6 of things ? 

Why loves his eye with admiration fond. 

To linger on the shapes and gorgeous hues 

Of sun -illumined clouds,— or on the tints 

Of beauty twining round the rain -bow's arch. 

Or dwells entranced on female loveliness ? 

Why is his ear attuned to melody of sound ? 

Why heeds he the delicious fra^ance that exhales 

From the unfolding flowers that deck his path ? 

Why, in the endearments of the social band^ 

The kindly interchange of aets of love, 

The chaste and innocent gaiety of pure thoughts. 

Doth he forget that Misery's foot hath stept 

Upon his heritage to mar its bloom ? 

O ! why is he encompassed by all these 

Mysterious " impulses of soul and sense," 

Like to invisible agents — ministers. 

Blending their potent energies to weave 

A texture of enchantment round his heart P 

Thus Earth, his starting place for heaven, has where 

with 
To glad her guest, but yet she cannot chain 
His bright anticipations, cherished hopes. 
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Inexplicable longings, to her sod : 
E'en while he revels in enjoyttient, he sighs 
For someliiing erer shunning his embrscce, 
Unweeting that it is his permanent home. 
The undiscovei^d climebejilmi the grate. 
Tell me, itiy soul, where is that Paradise 
Regained P In all thy ihtettectttal range. 
Canst thou not show nre even tfne feeble raj. 
That emanates from its celestial courts ? 
Ah whither wilt thou flit, when disengaged 
From thj corporeal shackles, thou shalt take 
A farewell glance at Earth and her concerns P 
The luminous cloud of Glorj that o'erhangs 
Futurity, man's reason vainly strives. 
With an ambitious and o'erweening aim. 
That Disappointment never tires to pierce ; 
And meanwhile. Fancy plays her pageants bright. 
As if to make some slight amends for what 
Benighted Reason's efforts cannot find : 
Winging her way from star to star, she brings 
To aid her, whatsoe'er her busy hand 
From Beauty and Magnificence has culled ; 
Beneath her wand another Eden springs. 
More beautifully arrayed than was the first ; 
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Yet is the veil not rent, and Fancy's heaven 
Is but the faint conception of a dream. 
And man acts wisely, for his wishful gaze. 
Although unsatisfied, is soothed to reach 
Some indications pointing to the path 
Whose goal is that bright cynosure of hope, 
Where love eternal keeps his rapturous reign. 
And full fruition lives for evermore ! 
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LOVE'S TEARS- 
EVE'S tender star has lit her silver lamp. 

Unheeded, day's soft steps are fading fast. 
The sickly dew is falling cold and damp, 

Dirge-like sigh night's low whispers sadlj pftst 

What solitary figure slowly steals. 

Across the church yard's melancholy gloom. 

Beneath yon sacred willow, weeping kneels. 
And gazes on an infant's new-made tomb ? 

A mother o'er her first born darling weeps ; 

She come to linger round his hallowed mould ; 
And there she sobs her orisons, and steeps 

With tears, the turfs his little limbs that fold. 

She gazes on his dark sepulchral bed ; 

And on her heart the happy moments rush. 
When that bright being, now so cold and dead. 

Was warm with life, and joy, and beauty^s blush. 

She thinks how oft, on her devoted breast. 

His feeble, wailing, restless form has lain ; 

How oft her voice has lulled to placid rest. 

Him who shall never bless her eyes again. 

3* 
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The laughing eye with health and pleasure bright, 
Hi» innocent beauty, her enchanting trust. 

And all that once could minister delight. 
No more shall waken from their kindred dust. 

They're gone, but ne'er to be forgot— enshrined, 
Deep in her heart of hearts, for evermore. 

With Nature's purest, holiest griefs entwined. 
Food of lament, yet reason to adore. 

For wh^n his heavenly, unstained spirit took wing. 

Was it not lost in that eternal soul. 
Whence all of light, and life, and rapture, spring. 

The God who cheers and animates the whole ! 

Religion's voice may sooth, but cannot dry 
Sorrows, the dear departed loved one's due ; 

Oft from the breast will burst the unbidden sigh ; 
And oft, remembrance each sad scene renew. 

And therefore, as she gazes on that bed. 

Where buried love's sweet blighted blossom sleeps. 
And turns to leave the cold and heedless dead, 

Alas ! full bitterly, she weeps — she weeps. 
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SONG. 

DAY'S silvery light is falling pale. 
On Yantic's gently heaving breast. 

As on its banks I woo the gale. 
To still this fluttering in my breast. 

Lo ! where the star of evening glows 
So calm, so pure, so innocent ; 

And wide its holy radiance throws. 
O'er all the deep blue firmament ! 

Scarce sound is on the mirrored wave ; 

Hushed is the woodland melody ; 
And Earth's sweet voice is silent, save 

Yon waterfall; soft trickling by : 

O Nature ! steal into my heart. 
To sooth, and purify, and bless ; 

And let me feel that where thou art. 
There too is surest happiness. 
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FISHING FOR PLEASURE. 

BENEATH a willow, gently waving 
Its pendant tresses o'er a brook ; 

A boy one summer day was sitting. 
And playing idly with a hook. 

Now slowly down the stream it floated^ 
Then quickly up again he caught it. 

And here and there it skipped about. 
Just where his fickle fancy brought it. 

But lo the boy espies a trout ! 

His sparkling eyes intently watch hira^ 
And all his wits he sets to work. 

To find a way by which to catch him. 

The bait now softly up he draws, 

Then gives it to the streamlet running, 

And whisks it now this way now that 5 
But vain> alas ! is all his cunning ! 
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At last, just when he is despairing 
Of ever getting what he fished for. 

The tempting worm the victim swallows. 
The boy has what he so much wished for. 

'W'liii sudden jerk, upon the grass 

He throws the spoil, his little treasure. 

And greedily takes hold of him, 
Delighted, smiling beyond measure. 

But ah ! too heedlessly he seizes 

The speckled captive, struggling, gasping. 
Poor boy ! he knows not that the hook. 

Unhappily, his hands are clasping. 

And in his flesh the barbed point, 
A passage makes — ^the blood is streaming, 

And crjdng bitterly, the boy 
With sorrow and with pain is screaming. 

The lesson hence we all may learn. 
Is, ne'er to rush on pleasure blindly : 

This moral in a trifle couched. 
Accept my gentle reader, kindly. 
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SPRING. 

'TIS the voice of Spring ; 

I hear her siAg 
Her carols of hope, and joy, and love : 
In water, earth, air, each living thing. 
Seems buoyant with health and pleasure to move. 

Nature awakes ; 

Her chains she breaks 
That grey-beard winter threw around her ; 
At the tyrant's form no longer quakes. 
For Spring, with light and life ha^ crowned her. 

The jocund houn^ 

Enwreathed with flowers. 
Trip lightly over the deepot ng green ; 
The FairieK have left their wintry bowers. 
To revel the roses leaves between. 
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Hope's brightening eye. 

Can now descrj 
Pleasure her beautiful face unveiling ; 
While a blithsome troop of smiles are lughy 
On the £Rgr9.Qt air ^rouod her sailing. 



By mountain stream, 

I love to dream 
The soft and voluptuous time awaj. 
And to make the clouds to Fancy seem, 
A heaven of beings of eternal day. 
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ODE TO YANTIC RIVER. 

UPON thj grassy banks I love. 
Slow stream, with frequent step to rove ! 
For to my heart, thy gentle voice. 
Seems as if striving to rejoice 
The loiterer in thy company. 
Who hangs in vacant muse o'er thee. 
At this soft hour while here I stray. 
To mark the gold clouds fade away. 
And all the changeful hues of even. 
In mellow radiance painting heaven. 
And on thy tranquil current gaze, 
I feel as in my childhood's days. 
How oft, when from yon western hill. 
With dewy locks, serene and still, 
Grey twilight watched the setting sun, 
My boyish feet to thee have run ! 
How sweet ! with rival mates to strive. 
With skill to make the headlong dive. 
And rising laughing from thy bed. 
To bring its spoils — ^the sand overspread. 
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While loud our merry shouting rung, 

Thy banks and tiny isles among, 

And mingkd with thy catariict's roar. 

By echo pealed from shore to shore ! 

Loved stream I those artless days have flown : 

Of childhood's treUe, youth's full tone. 

And manlier voice have taken place. 

And Time in his unheeded race. 

Forgets me not like thee, for thou 

Wilt always flow as still as now. 

Wilt always bear upon thy breast. 

The image of thy joy imprest. 

And happy, singing through thy glen. 

Wilt laugh to see the toils of men. 

Alas ! why might I not like thee. 

Glide on in soft tranquillity. 

Until my stream of life is lost. 

In that vast sea without a coast 



M 



38 



\ 



THE BLUE BIRD'S SONG. 

WHEN Spring, delighted, leads along 

Gay April's lauglung hours, 
The Blue Bird pipes his merry song. 
To wake the flowers. 

And if a dreamer might express 

In words, that eloquence, 
Methinks it were no task to guess. 
Their sportive sense. 

Awake ! to Fancy's ear, he cries. 

Our tyrant lord has fled ; 
No longer sleep, awake ! arise ! 
O leave your bed ! 

A warmer kiss, the joyous sun 
Imprints on Nature's cheek. 
And missing you, he has began 
Your bowers to seek. 
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And lo ! tlie southern breeze, his home 

Has left to sigh his tale, 
O ! let him not in vain have come. 
Let love prevail. 

Each flower, that long had lifeless lain. 

In Winter's icy arms. 
To Springs enraptured eye, again 
Unfolds her charms. 
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THE MERMAIDEN'8 SONG. 



AH ! wKttt are Earth^s fiowers 

To those under the Sea ! 
Thej are not so bright. 

Nor so fragnmt to me : 
Thus sung a Mermaiden, 

Twining wreaths in her hair. 
And this was the chorus 

Of her wild warbled air,— 

Ah, my bower of coral. 
Beneath the blue sea ! 

Ah, my bower of coral, 
I dearly love thee I 

There the sun never comes 

To wither the grass. 
That looks fresher and greener, 

When o'er it I pass ; 
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And the cold winds of Winter 
Ne'er dare to presume 

To enter raj garden. 
To steal its perfume. 

Ah, mj bower of coral. 
Beneath the blue sea ! 

Ah, my bower of coral, 
I dearly love thee ! 

I've music too there. 

To lull me to sleep. 
The tempest's loud breathings 

O'er the storm-ruffled deep; 
Or the air's softest sighs. 

Gently rippling the waves. 
As in sport wandering through 

The Ocean's smooth caves. 

Ah, my bower of coral. 
Beneath the blue sea ! 

Ah, my bower of coral, 
I dearly love thee ! 

4* 
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Nor am I left lonelj ; 

For those beings who roam 
In houses with wings. 

Come oft to my home ; 
And we dance and we sing 

With such pleasure and mirths 
As you never saw, 

O unfortunate Earth \r 

Ah, my bower of coral. 
Beneath the blue sea ! 

Ah, my bower of coral, 
I dearly love thee ! 
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LINES WRITTEN AT YANTIC FALL. 

THERE is an old tradition of that huge gray rock. 

Rearing its moss-grown and precipitous front. 

Just opposite to where we stand, to gaze 

Upon this waterfall — They say that here, 

A long, long time ago, a desperate fight 

Was fought between our countrymen, and a tribe 

Of Indians, haunting this rough mountainous spot. 

The Savages, as you may well suppose, were driven 

Despairing, and with lamentable rout : 

And (the story says) the poor handful that survived. 

Seeing no opening left them to escape. 

Rather than fall into their enemy's hand, 

Plunged from the summit of the rock, and perished. 

All perished — save one solitary chief. 

Who, from the violent and distorted flood. 

Scarce dragged himself, a maimed and shattered wreck. 

To mourn his blasted hopes and warriors dead. 

I know not how it is, but this rude spot 

Has a deep fascination, that o'erawes. 
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And sinks into my soul with pleasing dread. 
Oft in the solemn stillness of the night. 
When sadness has o'erpowered me, have I come 
Hither, to lose myself in the dim days 
That are in the vast secpulchre of time. 
And often as I here have stood, methought. 
Even as if presented to my bodily eyfc. 
That strife of hate wa^ acted o'er again. 
Tall, dusky forms, with feather-cinctured heads. 
And grasping tomahawks besmeared with blood, 
"With stealthy pace would flit across the gloom : 
And ever and anon the war-whoop shrill. 
Would echo through the caverns of the rocks. 
As if it strove to drown the cataract's .voice ; 
And then, the vivid flash of musketry. 
Would show some victim . wallowing in, his gore ; 
And then, a splashing sound and shrink of death. 
As warrior after warrior plunged to meet 
The heroic souls of his departed race. 
Would with a thrilling terror, strike my ear. 
Starting, from that intensity pf thought. 
Breathless would 1 awake, and shuddering smile. 
To find myself alone with this wild fall. 
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THB HERMIT OF EAST EOCK, 

XEAA llEVr*ltAVEll. 

LO ! now the sun seems taking leave of earth,, 

Is not jon crag a glortous spectacle ! 

Mark, with what emulating glow, his beams 

Flame o'er its reddish perpendicular wall. 

While, with a chastened radiance, they repose 

On the green coronal that ^rts its brow. 

It is a pleasant spot, and oftentimes. 

At this delicious season, doth the foot 

Of Curiosity explore its haunts. 

And, gazing from its top, the entranced soul 

Drinks draughts of quiet pleasure from the scene. 

I do remember an old man, that once. 

For some yearn, on that crag made his abode. 

And hence was named, « The Hermit of East Rock." 

It was a wretched <^abin*— such, indeed. 

As one would think, no being e'er could choose ; 

Constructed of rough stones and clay between. 



46 



With sticks transversely laid above, to bear 

Its superincumbent roof of humble straw : 

And there he lived, without companions, save 

The birds, that looked upon him as a friend. 

And also a few sheep, which he had taught 

To draw a little cart, wherein he placed 

What his own feebleness refused to bear. 

I know not that he ever left that place 

Of loneliness, unless imperious want 

Drove him away, and then he might be seen^ 

With slow and melancholy steps, beside 

His dwarfish team, seeking thd neighbouring town. 

He never asked an alms, but patiently 

Would wait, until some pitying hand bestowed 

Its charitable dole, and then, as sad 

As when he came, he would return again. 

To pine away in hopeless misery. 

A gentle heart could hardly look at him. 

Without some throbs of tender sorrowfulness ; 

For, through the rags, in which he was disguised. 

One might perceive the relic of a form 

That once was noble, and a countenance. 

O'er which, a manly beauty lingered yet : 

And many were the speculations framed 
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Respecting his estrangement from the world ; 
But thej were only visions of romance : 
The secret of his grief is in his grave. 
A party of gay visitants of the rock 
Found him, one day, extended in his hut. 
Apparently in deep and quiet sleep ; 
But they were quickly undeceived, and knew 
The sorrows of the wretched man were o'er. 
His spirit had departed, and alone. 
As he had lived, so did he die, alone. 
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